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rude melody, the production of a bard who won no
name, was descriptive of a winter evening in a frontier
cottage, when, secured from savage inroad by the
high-piled snow-drifts, the family rejoiced by their
own fireside. The whole song possessed the nameless
charm peculiar to unborrowed thought, but four con-
tinually-recurring lines shone out from the rest like the
blaze of the hearth whose joys they celebrated. Into
them, working magic with a few simple words, the
poet had instilled the very essence of domestic love
and household happiness, and they were poetry and
picture joined in one. As Dorcas sang, the walls of the
forsaken home seemed to encircle her; she no longer
saw the gloomy pines, nor heard the wind which still,
as she began each verse, sent a heavy breath through
the branches, and died away in a hollow moan from
the burden of the song. She was aroused by the report
of a gun in the vicinity of the encampment; and either
the sudden sound, or her loneliness by the glowing fire,
caused her to tremble violently. The next moment she
laughed in the pride of a mother's heart.

"My beautiful young hunter! My boy has slain a
deer!" she exclaimed, recollecting that in the direc-
tion whence the shot proceeded Cyrus had gone to the
chase.

She waited a reasonable time to hear her son's light
step bounding over the rustling leaves to tell of his
success. But he did not immediately appear; and she
sent her cheerful voice among the trees in search of
him.

"Cyrus! Cyrus!"

His coming was still delayed; and she determined,
as the report had apparently been very near, to seek
for him in person. Her assistance, also, might be nec-
essary in bringing home the venison which she flat-
tered herself he had obtained. She therefore set for-
ward, directing her steps by the long-past sound, and